Campus Mirror vol. XI no. 2: November 15, 1934 by unknown
-(\fMPCS MIRROR<n.Published during the College Year by the Students of Spelrnan College. Atlanta. Georgia
VolumeXI November 15. 1954 Number 2
• I I I I 11III 111111 I I 11 I 11 III 111 I M I ' I II • I 11 II I II I • I I II I II I I 1111 I I I II I I I I II I I • I I I I I I I ■ I I I II • I I • I II I If II II I I I I II I I I II III|I I I|||||I|||||||||||1111| | | | | | | | 11 | | | | 111 | | || | | | II || | || | ||11 M | | M ||I IIII»II I■I II I II I I I I11 I I I I • II II I IIII I■I I I•I I•I(I I I I I I I I II I I 111 I IIM1 I I II 11 ■ II ■I I I I I I I II 11II I•1111
Art
One of the finest collections of paintings
that have been brought to Atlanta, is now
being shown in the Exhibition Room of the
Atlanta University Library. This exhibi¬
tion is made possible through the interest
and generosity of Mrs. Gertrude Vanderbilt
Whitney, founder of the Whitney Museum
of American Art, and is a part of the per¬
manent collection of the Museum. Mrs.
Whitney is a sculptor of great distinction.
The group includes twenty-five paintings
by contemporary American artists and dif¬
ferent schools of art are represented. From
tin* schoo’ of impressionism we have “Ben’s
Bean Poles” by Joseph Pollet; the school
of abstraction is represented by Stewart
Davis in his ‘‘Two Trees”; representing
semi-abstraction we have “Skunk Cab¬
bage” by Georgia O’Keefe; and realism is
portrayed by Katherine Schmidts’ “Fac¬
tory.” Rockwell Kent, master of block-
prints, catches the spirit of the sea and the
strength of rocks in his “Puffin Rock, Ire¬
land.” In “Merry Go Round” by Sim-
klmvitz we have one of the finest compo¬
sitions. Bringing together the art of the
East and the West we have Yasuo Ivuneyo-
shi's Still Life, “Bananas and Plums.” A
keen understanding of the human head is
made evident by Leon Kroll in his “Anne.”
Other artists represented are: Edmund
Archer, Karl Free, Samuel Halpert, Arnold
Blanch, Alexander Brook, Jan Matulka,
Hermon More, John Stewart Curry, Pres¬
ton Dickinson, II. E. Schnakenburg, Rap¬
hael Kover, Niles Spencer, Ernest Fiene,
George Bellows, Eugene Speicher, and Regi¬
nald Marsh.
This is the first of a series of exhibits
sponsored by the Art Department of At¬
lanta University and it will be open to the
public every day from 2 p.m. to 5 p.m., and
on Sundays from 4 p.m. to (i p.m. It will
continue to be shown through December
•'>th. The public is cordially invited to come
at any time during these hours.
The Sadness of Autumn
Mary .1. Abler, ’38
There is something about autumn that is
sad but beautiful. We begin to ini’" the
blight cheerful song of the birds going away
to the south. We watch the trees reluctantly
shed their red, yellow, and brown draperies,
and we remember the days when all were
green.
On the campus, for example, we observe
that the students slowly discard the care¬
free, happy air that is a characteristic of
summer habits, and take on one of serious¬
ness, and earnestness that is nece-sary for
((’ontinued on page H)
Reflections on Thanksqivinq,
1934
Without reduplication of any reflections
of a previous Thanksgiving, this year—often
hailed as a transition time in a crucial per¬
iod—finds us, in spite of all our hopes and
fears, still thankful for whatever may be
rescued out of attempts at Reforms or Deals
or Reconstructions. So subtle are many of
these reforms that the President seems only
to sit back and manipulate a series of strings
attached to his desk which in turn open up
new projects.
Progress, in a crucial time, was celebrated
some three hundred years ago—a small band
of whites and Indians met over a table of
wild game and harvested grain in peace.
This small body of men, who had put up
a hard struggle for existence, though out-
ward’y strong and hardy warriors, were at
heart quite reverent and pious and deeply
felt the need for a special Thanksgiving.
They had mastered the elements, kept their
bodies (dad by their work and thrift, main¬
taining a decent standard of living and had
made friends with their worst feared and
least understood foes, the Indians. They
were indeed thankful. Though the company
was small and the period of the feast short,
it did something that probably nothing else
would have done; it established such a
friendly and peaceful relationship between
the Indians and the English that, as the
fea>t ended, it was permanently decided t<>
revive it again each year. Thus we have
Thanksgiving.
I dare say that very few of us feel the
true significance of the day. Although it
has become nationwide in the extent of its
celebration, it has become to most people
William Stanley Braithwaite
Ri by LeClesta Flanagan
Spelman, Mo eliouse, and Atlanta Uni¬
versity have been blessed in having one of
th.e mo t noted of Negro writers as their
guest—William Stanley Braithwaite.
Mr. B. aithwaite’s work is that of critic
and collector of magazine verse. The Library
is proud to own his American Anthology of
Magazine Verse from 1914 to the present
date. These volumes are on display in the
exhibit case along with his Story of the
Great War, and a volume of his own poems.
Mr. Braithwaite has been for a quarter of
a century on the editorial staff of the Boston
Transcript and he has also done extensive
work in the line of creative lyric poetry.
Forty-six of his poems are developed around
the central theme, “Sandy Star” which is.
himself. In this work we find his philoso¬
phy. Some of his writings are to be found
in James Weldon Johnson’s Book of Ameri¬
can Negro Poetrg and other anthologies of
Negro writings.
Mr. Braithwaite advocates not racial in¬
tensity but that a person educate himself
to the finer things of life and give to that
understanding as full an expression as one
has power to give.
His most interesting lecture was the one
in which he presented in an hour of delight¬
ful reading I he Negro poets most noted and
indicative of racial progress.
Prefaced as they were by keen introduc¬
tions these talks form an excellent guide for
the Negro student of today. He shows one
what to look for in the works of Negro poets
and that it is necessary that a poem be good
when compared with all good poetry. Not
only that it be a poem by a Negro, but that
it fit with more or less truth to a passing
mood or idea.
It was particularly informative to learn
that Atlanta has, in Mr. Braithwaite’s opin¬
ion, the one poet of either race who has
integrated the problem of both races on the
basis of service rendered each by each. The
long poem, Trumpet of the Moon, by Wel-
I > n Victor Jenkins, Mr. Braithwaite con¬
cluded, is really a clarion call to Negro poets
of the future; and may we hope that some
gifted student in his large and appreciative
audiences will follow the gleam of Mr.
B a thwaite’s seasoned analysis and in a
time not so far distant add to existent poetry
a Negro poem yet finer than any other be¬
cause of tin- breadth and depth of under¬
standing prompted by it.
just another day. We dare be so bold as
to say that ot the three hundred Kpclmau
students n«’t many more than three are look¬
ing forward to it as more tliHii a holiday,
(('ontinued on page 8)
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Progress of the Project
The housing project is in progress now
with a vengeance. That first little old house
which Secretary Ickes sent to its long home
lias blazed the way to oblivion. Those empty,
dingy little living rooms and dining rooms
and kitchens, with gaping windows like
blank, blind eyes, are being carefully torn
down to make place for chintz-curtained
rooms and cheerful, bright kitchens.
The remains of these old homes are being
piled up neatly and will probably be bought
by new masters and may go into the making
of other buildings. Those old blackened
boards that were kitchens perhaps, may put
on new apparel and become the walls and
floors and ceilings of some green and white
frame-house out where the air is clean and
fresh.
Every day one sees little boys and big
boys and sometimes a few little girls who
should be in school, picking up the discarded
wood for the home fires. The project is a
lark for them now, something to break the
monotony of existence. These children will
grow up within the new homes which are
now probably all ready on blue print. They
and their elders will experience a new and
more normal aspect of life and a truer
concept of the term “home” as a clean,
wholesome dwelling for a family of human
beings and not merely a place for existence.
The whole section between Greensferry
and Beckwith Streets is looking rather bare
now as more and more houses are being torn
down; but one can almost see neat, new
homes springing up out of their graves—
Yes, the Housing Project is progressing with
a vengeance.
Student Activities
We do not read editorials, sometimes be¬
cause we are told we should, but more often
because they are conventional. The main
thought of this one—if thought there be—
may be conventional; but, I promise the
development shall not be.
We have had this month an opportunity
to show loyalty—to our school, to ourselves,
to student activities—cooperation, without
being hounded, yes and leadership. The sup¬
port of the play, “Mr. Pirn Passes By,”
was this opportunity. Some responded very
well, others not so well. The project was
something new for the campus. The whole
plan was outlined and executed by students,
with suggestions, helpful and otherwise,
from interested persons. We had to feel
our way, grope; but, as we are subject to
the laws of growth, it is to be hoped
that this has been only the starting point.
The motto has it, “Life is what you make
it.” Our life—on a campus—without stu¬
dent activities would become rather hum¬
drum. So why not make of these activities
what we would have them be. After all,
they are for us, to help to develop us
into well-rounded, not flat, characters
who offer no alibis.
Happiness automatically comes with a
well-earned “A” in a course. This same
wonderful feeling accompanies work well
done in extra curricular activities. Not all
of us, probably, can make ‘‘A”; but every¬
one can do one activity well enough to
make him feel that he is of some use after
all. Tt is because they serve to develop
this sense of worthiness that comes from
work well done that student activities are
desirable. They give the chance for indi-
7 hanhsgiving Comes To
Spelman
Another Thanksgiving! As the day ap
proaches, I can fairly taste the golden-
brown turkey, red cranberry sauce, and sav¬
ory mince pies. Such a bustling as there
is around the kitchen and such appetites,
as the typical Thanksgiving aromas till the
air!
Thanksgiving is a grand old holiday. I
think it is especially suited to hospitable
Southerners, even though it did originate
in bleak New England.
There is a great deal of excitement.
Every one is rushing to loosen his belt so
that he may eat more than ever. We are
happy. However, there is another side to
the picture. There are people who are not
so happy as we—who are tightening their
belts around shivering bodies which would
bo ever so grateful for the kind of dinner
we had last Saturday. They, too, smell the
turkeys roasting, and they imagine the taste
of a pie in the bakery window; but they
must be content to peer wistfully through
the windows of a delicatessen, bakery, res¬
taurant, or even a grocery store.
Because of the fact that there are peo¬
ple like this, Spelman has undertaken a
Thanksgiving policy of its own. It dis¬
tributes Thanksgiving cheer as best it can.
There are three methods of doing this.
The first method is giving to the Com¬
munity Chest. The student body of Spel¬
man has pledged to pay seventy-five dol¬
lars this year to the Community Chest. Un¬
der the Chest supervision, this money will
be distributed among many hungry families
this year.
The second method is sending an annual
donation to five missionaries in Africa—
all Spelman Alumnae. Money is needed so,
in far-off Africa that these missionaries
look forward to the annual offering, weeks
before Thanksgiving.
The third method is by filling baskets
under the direction of the Sunday' School
and delivering them Thanksgiving morning.
This is a very direct method of spreading
Thanksgiving cheer among those less for¬
tunate than ourselves.
I o raise money for our Thanksgiving of¬
ferings, each class undertakes a project.
Every year plays, “kid" parties, food sales,
vaudeville shows, and so on, are presented
for a small fee.
Won’t you help the various classes raise
money for these efforts? You’ll be sure
to have a good time; as well as having the
satisfaction of knowing that through you,
some child will be fed this Thanksgiving.
vidua] expression and impression, for the
individual’s finding himself, and for in¬
dividual development. Are these things
enough to deserve sacrifices and patience
and gentle pushes? There are no short cuts,
only work and faith and time are needed.
It we have the faith we can do the work;
if the work is done, the time becomes a
minor element. What will happen to the
development of our student activities in
the course of this college year?
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Mr. Pirn Passes By
Marian Ables, '35
At repeated requests of the students in
this community, the Summer Theatre (iroup
was presented by the student councils of
the affiliated institutions, in two perfor¬
mances of “Mr. Pirn Passes By, Novem¬
ber 9 and 10, in the Little Theatre, on
Spelman campus. Full audiences greeted
each performance, to laugh gaily and often
at the casual antics of the inimitable Mr.
Pirn, delight in the comradeship of Dinah
and Brian, and sympathize luxuriously
in the difficulties that confronted Olivia
and George after Mr. Pirn’s departure. The
community agreed that the play afforded
the most enjoyable entertainment possible.
The play was cast with the unerring sure¬
ness of its gifted director, Miss Cooke; and
the five actors brought almost professional
flavor to their roles. Their earnest concen¬
tration seemed that of life itself, but life so
heightened by a pervasive sense of the dra¬
matic that it molded the evening into an
experience one would not have missed, for
its rare joyousness.
One of the best features in the perfor¬
mance was the role of the husband played
by Raphael Mclver, with a depth unexpect¬
ed in an amateur undertaking. The rich
voice of Dinah (Eldra Monsanto) and her
irrepressible spirits formed a second nota¬
ble feature. But it is difficult to point to
separate phases of this excellent produc¬
tion. Mrs. Brazeal’s rare charm, the fidel¬
ity with which Miss (Jeter and Mrs. Maize
created types difficult to portray because
of traditional limitations, and Mr. Kilgore's
effective love-making—these, and the act¬
ing of the two already mentioned, fused
with the centripetal Mr. Pirn (John Ross)
with wholly delightful results.
The college community owes deep grati¬
tude to the work of the dramatic groups
in its midst; and not only the college, but
the citizens of Atlanta at large, showed
steady patronage and keen appreciation of
the performances given during the summer
on this campus, and now again, in the fall
semester. Long lines of cars stretched along
the way each evening, while the play was
on; and one could not help feeling how
closely interest in the theatre was linking
the college and the life outside its walls.
Each performance of the dramatic units sur¬
passes its predecessors- in concentration,
vision, finesse. Great trust in a gradual
training of the masses to belief in the need
of higher education for all may be laid
before the footlights of our Little Theatre
in Howe Memorial Hall.
Compliments of




On the night of October 17, 1934, in Howe
Hall, a large group of newly elected mem¬
bers were initiated into the University
Players amid much laughter and applause.
Thus did this outstanding organization of
Morehouse, Spelman, and Atlanta Univer¬
sity, get under way for another year of
work, with high hopes and enthusiasm.
Two plays are now in preparation for
the coming season. They are: “The Late
Christopher Bean,” an enjoyable comedy
in three acts to be given on December 14
and 15, and “Names in Bronze," the dates
of which are to be announced later.
It is interesting to note that the first
play “The Late Christopher Bean,” was
the last motion picture to be played in
by Marie Dressier before her death. The
latter one is opening on Broadway in New
York City at an early date and is expected
to be a great success. The University Play¬
ers extend their best wishes to the newly
organized, Freshman Dramatic Guild and
pledge to it, their heartiest cooperation.
Dramatics For Freshmen
Claris Collins, ’37
Thursday, October 25, 1934, marked the
organization of another dramatic group for
Spelman and Morehouse Colleges. “The
Spel-More Dramatic Guild ’ ’ is open pri¬
marily to Freshmen of Spelman and More¬
house who are interested in dramatics. Also
it is to include upper classmen, not mem¬
bers of the University Players, who desire
training in the field of dramatics.
The three-fold purpose of this new or¬
ganization is, first to study the theatre’s
background, second to offer systematic
study in the principles of acting and stage
design, and third to present some simple
productions.
It is hoped that the students will have
opportunity to express themselves in the
avenues of the theatre that interest them,
and it is expected that they will receive
well-directed training in the fields of their
interest.
Miss Anne Cooke and Mr. John Ross are
sponsors of the organiaztion and Miss Har¬
riet Mayle, chairman.
From the numbers enrolled and the tal¬
ent shown by them it is expected that the
members of “The Spel-More Dramatic
Guild" will add greatly to the popularity
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Variety In Chapel I alks
October 10—November S
On October 10, Miss Amelia D. Kemp,
Executive Secretary of the Woman’s Mis¬
sionary Society of the United Lutheran
church, spoke on “Living Christian Stand¬
ards.”
Mr. Logan, of the History department of
Atlanta University took for his theme on
October 22, “Racketeers in Religion.”
On October 23, Miss Marshall, a graduate
of Spelman High School in 1922, who now
has a music studio in Los Angeles, Cali¬
fornia, spoke briefly, after which she sang
two numbers. Miss Marshall is known
among Spelman Alumnae as “The Deter¬
mined Girl” because of a statement in a
letter which she wrote to Miss Tapley soon
after her graduation, when she started
West to make her way. In the beginning
she did not know just what she was going
to be, but she was quite confident that she
would be somebody. Should she be a mis¬
sionary and go to Africa, or should she be
a doctor; She used to call herself “Doctor
Marshall” just to get the effect of the
sound of it. Miss Marshall not only had
the desire to be somebody, but in her was
found the unusual ability, will-power, and
determination which are leading her to suc¬
cess.
On October 26, and 31, Dr. Nathan of
the department of Education, Atlanta Uni¬
versity7, who spent the summer studying in
Russia, told in a very interesting way that
Russia at present is at war with herself;
she is going through a transition period,
changing from Communism to Socialism.
On October 29, Mr. Shepherd, Chaplain
of the school at Lovedale, South Africa,
spoke of the work done in that school,
which according to his account closely re¬
sembles the kind of work done at our Tus-
kegee. Besides placing emphasis on tin*
manual arts, it prepares persons for the
University.
Miss Norwood, of theEnglish department,
Spelman College, spoke November 1, build¬
ing her theme from a former chapel talk
of hoi's—“Paying Too Much for a
Whistle" which originally came from an
illustration by Benjamin Franklin, and
which Mi ss Norwood verv interestingly ap¬
plied to other things in life.
President Read spoke on November 2, of
Leaves, calling our attention to several of
the most strikingly beautiful trees on our
campus.
On November 5. and (i, Mr. Ira Reid, of
the department of Sociology, Atlanta Uni¬
versity, spoke on “Social Reforms and Re¬
formers." Reformers, he said, are those
persons who believe themselves capable of
ottering successful remedies for bad con¬
ditions existing in different institutions.
They offer these reforms, but are not the
effecters of their reforms. The effecters
are the people themselves; when a group
sees that a proposed change will work, then,
and only then, will the reform become the
rule.
+ (('outinued on page 4)
4 The Campus Mirror
Creative Religion
Hk.vkv Kdwahd Hanks, ’3(>
(Morehouse Exchange )
When Harry Emerson Eosdiek dedicated
the ten million dollar cathedral on Manhat¬
tan’s ultra-smart Riverside Drive, just tour
years ago last month, he expressed his be¬
lief that the church ought to make real to
the men and women of today the beauty
of life as they know and feel it and that
the minister should he as creative as the
musician, painter, or poet. In other words
the famous preacher was saying that religion
should be a creative force, helping us to
take the stuff of life and mold it into
shapes of beauty.
Now when I speak of religion, J do not
have in mind sectarian or denominational
outworn mythologies. Neither do I have
in mind any particular system of beliefs or
mere forms of behavior. When I speak now
of religion, I speak of life. For I am of
the opinion that religion is bigger than any
particular sect or denomination, broader
than any church or any particular faith.
Religion is not even a part of life; it is
life—life at its highest and best. Only such
a religion can be a creative force.
Religion in this sense possesses two nec¬
essary qualities. One of these qualities is
intellectual. Religion is a philosophy of
life, one’s attitude in response to this vast
mysterious universe. A religion without in¬
telligence always degenerates into fanati¬
cism and paganism.
Another one of these finalities is emo¬
tional; not “emotionalism,” but emotion.
Feelings, sentiments, emotions, based on
real experiences, are vital elements of re¬
ligion. A religion without sincere emotion be¬
comes as dry as chaff and therefore has
no appeal to the human heart.
Only a civilization of intelligence and
emotion makes possible a creative force
which enables man to make this world a
better place in which to live. One has only
to consult the history of mankind to see
how true that simple statement is.
In the four centuries of Greek ascendency
of culture which culminated in the glorious
period of Pericles we see intelligence and
emotion in a cooperative enterprise that
bequeathed to generations then unborn an
exhaustless product of loveliness to enrich
the world’s heritage of culture. The Golden
Age of Prophecy in Israel, when men of
vision and conviction, like Isaiah, Jeremiah,
Ezekiel, Amos, Hosea and Micah thundered
their messages of rightousness is a demon¬
stration of the creative power of intelli¬
gence and emotion. The Renaissance which
began with tin* glorious masterpieces of
Leonardo Da Vinci and Michelangelo in
Italy and reached its climax in the great
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literature of Shakespeare and Johnson and
Spenser in Elizabethan England is eloquent
testimony to the creative power of emotion
and intelligence.
Religion at its best is like that and its
creative power for good is an inseparable
part of the history of civilization. Rebind
the great movements and reforms which
have lifted mankind from one level of cul¬
ture to another has been the creative power
of religion. -VII worthwhile adventures and
discoveries, explorations and achievements
have been indebted to this miraculous pow¬
er. Under the creative force of religion the
desert of man’s life had been awakened
and made to blossom as the rose. The mind
has been stimulated, schools established,
learning encouraged to open up its treasures
of knowledge; scientific inventions and dis¬
coveries have multiplied an hundred fold.
Religion touches the heart and man becomes
noble with a new life: talents are laid upon
the alter of sacrifice.
If we could only realize the infinite pos¬
sibilities of a creative religion, perhaps a
hundred years from now we could be amply
justified in holding for religion as we have
recently held for science a Century of Prog¬
ress Exhibition.
Why Do We Attend College?
(Morehouse Exchange)
In your estimation is this a vital ques¬
tion? How much consideration have you
given it? Is your college life proving a suc¬
cess? Does there seem to be something
lacking; Do you not think that necessity
calls forth from you a complete survey of
your college days to be? When may we con¬
sider ourselves educated? Is it not true
that we, as a race are becoming better edu¬
cated? BUT ARE WE BECOMING MORE
INTELLIGENT?
All these questions may have a tendency
to put one in a daze if no consideration has
been given to them before now. There will
possibly be a desire to doubt the ability of
the writer to present such questions with
an expectation of answering them. Let us
clarify that before we proceed. Such is not
the intention of this article. Its main pur¬
pose is to stimulate within us a realization
of our conditions as it is, and our condi¬
tion, to be.
Being frank, the majority of us upon
leaving our homes, our mothers and fathers,
in many cases for the first time, to come
to college, had one purpose in mind; to pre¬
pare ourselves for that eternal war, the
battle for existence. This, beyond a doubt,
was the main purpose, but how many of us
have considered the many phases of this
purpose?
It is the eonscensus of opinion that one
is educated in proportion to the amount of
training lie has secured, in proportion to
the number of books he has read, the num¬
ber of degrees one has received. But does
intelligence increase proportionately to edu¬
cation, granting that we are endowed with
an element of common sense as a nucleus?
Without disputing the fact that the theo¬
ries of others, placed in books for our con-
Variety In Chapel I alks
(Continued from page 3)
()n November 8, Mr. Brazeal, Dean of
Morehouse College spoke on “Segrega¬
tion," giving as a definition of the word:
“To set one’s self apart from tin* whole,
and thereby set others apart." Mr. Brazeal
told of different kinds of segregation such
as voluntary, involuntary, social, economic,
and political. Under political, are class and
race segregation. “The purpose of segre¬
gation," said Mr. Brazeal, “is to give the
segregating group advantages over those
segregated.
The kind of segregation which offers us,
as Negro students, a great challenge today,
is race segregation; we should capitalize on
it and work out a technique of coordination
considering the welfare of all concerned.
venience, are the basic foundation of edu¬
cation, we cannot truthfully say that they
are the foundation for the complete de¬
velopment of our intelligence. Many other
factors must be considered whose develop¬
ment is dependent upon ourselves.
Can you imagine an expert runner win¬
ning a race without legs? Oh, yes, you can
—if you can imagine yourself achieving suc¬
cess in life without friends. An intelligent
person realizes the value of true friends;
realizes the necessity of comradeship, the
necessity of cooperation. Do Ave realize
these things; If so, why are we not practic¬
ing them? Why do we not show more of a
spirit of unification?
We were born in an environment which
necessitates our acting as a unit. We were
fortunate, I dare say, in having been born
in such an environment. It offers possi¬
bilities of achievement, it extends to us the
opportunity to become creative. But can
we individually make our achievements ac¬
tive? Let us not deceive ourselves by be¬
lieving such to be true. Progress can only
be made through cooperation, and true co¬
operation is based upon friendship, a thor¬
ough understanding of each other, a sin¬
cere desire to help each other, not for per¬
sonal benefit at all.
We are divided, we have no spirit as of
one. Come Together. Let Us Fight Togeth¬
er! Fight For Morehouse! Fight For You,
For Me, For All!
We know that today the one great factor
proving detrimental to the progress of our
race is the lack of cooperation. Shall we
stimulate this factor to a continued life or
shall we begin a neAV era;
Think and become active before it is
too late.
Hugh Black says,
“Our friends see the best in us and by
that very fact call forth the best from us.”
fwESf END AMERICAN-f
Shoe Shop
83 5 Gordon Street. S.W.
Shoe Repairing and Pressing
While You Wait
• J. R. BARRON G SON. Props.
Phone Raymond 3626 J
The Campus Mirror 5
To My Successor
Frances .Johnson, '37
I 11 never see the chap who'll take my place
when I am gone
Or even clasp his hand and say, “Hello
there,” or “Well, old pal, so long.”
I'll never have the chance to tell him of my
futile hopes and broken dreams,
Hut I'll often wonder if they’ve made him
cold and bitter
with the lessons taught by crooked
schemes.
He'll never know of my silent tears and the
aching loneliness I now hide in my heart.
He'll never know how I've hoped that
he won't be beaten at the start.
So here’s to the chap who'll take my place
when 1 am gone—the chap I 'll never see,
Here's hoping he'll find the splendor of the
dawn; perhaps become the man I failed to
be.
Mr. Tillman At Fortnightly
Mr. Tillman, English instructor at More¬
house College, who spent the entire sum¬
mer vacation visiting England and attend¬
ing the summer lectures at Cambridge 1 ni-
versity, gave an illuminating account of
his trip at the first Fortnightly meeting
of the year, Friday evening, November 2.
Bessie Strong living room with candle light
and autumn flowers made a delightful set¬
ting for this informal affair. In his char¬
acteristic manner, Mr. Tillman took his
audience wandering with him about the old
university town of Cambridge and neigh¬
boring villages. After providing the neces¬
sary setting by explaining the general plan
of the university system and describing the
architecture, In* shared his varied interests.
Musing along as he did, the audience got
the benefit of his secret delights: the little
river Cam, wandering through the “Backs"
of Cambridge, from which tin* university
got its name, the flower gardens, the cathe¬
drals of Ely and Bury, St. Edmund and the
triangular bridge at Croyland.
When Mr. Tillman had finished everyone
was sure that hi* had stood at the “Backs"
of Cambridge and gazed amusingly at the
little muddy streamlet of which the Eng¬
lish are so proud; or had sauntered by the
bridge at Croyland (long the gossip
center of the village) and seen old and
young men squat ting under its shadow as
it curved over the street intersection, where
once a river flowed. At tin* close of the
talk questions were asked which brought
out more things of interest.
This was indeed a fitting beginning for
the type of program that Fortnightly in¬
tends to sponsor this year.
ODORLESS CLEANERS
Service with a Smile i
^ DRESSES (plain) ^
I ONE DAY SERVICE .15c I
| CASH AND CARRY 30c
784 Park St. (Acrona from Park St. church) j
Daybreak
Ruby Le Clesta Flanagan
The sensuous night has spun its web of
dreams.
Aslant the East a sickle moon shines dim
Through leaves bedrenched with dewdrops
to the brim.
Lo! Every dingle with rich perfume teems.
It is the hush that comes before the dawn,
That pent-up stillness which the languorous
night
Has brewed before the shadows take their
flight:
The bended how is with the arrow drawn.
Here every tree robed in its newgrown
leaves,
Bends heavy with the freighted weight of
spring;
Long sinuous vines in mad embraces cling
And wave, as touched, by every wanton
breeze.
The wildwood poppies, reddening in the
glow
Of virgin blushes, bend their heads in
sleep
As down their stems the crystal dew drops
creep:
Night's darkest hour treads stealthily and
slow.
Behold a spear of gold upon the gray
Of yonder sky! First messenger of light,
Touching the sleepy eyelids of the night;
The harbinger of fast-approaching day.
Listen to the note from out that valley deep,
A clarion call as clear and sharp and shrill
As Peter heard, the waking woodway fills
The end of dreams, of silence and of sleep.
And after all this prelude to the day,
Its music soft as unseen flutes of Spring,
The flit and whirr of joy engrossing wing,
Too happy in the favored spot to stay,
But from each tree some newfound joy
partakes.
And when the master’s hand the picture
shows
In colors rare, and from each dew-wet
flower
New perfume consecrates this magic hour
And joy—wrought splendor in each tree top
glows—
Lo! After all this glory, man awakes.
4..—..—.—.—..—„„——„„— —4.
DR. A. L. KELSEY
Dentist
Res. 850 Simpson St.. N.W., Main 2515
Hours 8 to 1—2 to 7—Sunday by Appointment
X-RAY PICTURES MADE
2.19 Auburn Ave., N.E. Jackson 4670
Room .10.1 Herndon Building
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Log Cabin Sandwich Shoppe
Sandwiches. Ice Cream and Confectionaries
Corner of Greens Ferry and Henry St.
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To An Egyptian Vase
Mable Murphy, '37
Long years ago




You saw service in the house of kings;
You held precious wine for numerous
Cleopatras;
You saw dark days beneath the soil.
Then you were excavated,
Little vessel,
And you came to light in a museum,
Where “intellectual" crowds gaze at
you
With unappreciative eyes,
Not knowing what you mean.
You’ll he bought hv one of them
Some day,
(More dark days for you!)
They don’t know,




Another good thing comes to ns. The
Hedgerow Players will present “Mary, Mary,
Quite Contrary,” by St. John Ervine, in the
Little Theatre on December 8. During the
past eleven years the Hedgerow Theatre in
Moylan-Kose Yalley, just outside Philadel¬
phia, has produced over 100 plays, has es¬
tablished a permanent company, has started
at least three nationally known dramatists
on the road to success, and includes in its
repertoire works of Shaw, Moliere, Shake¬
speare, Morly, Milne, O’Neill, and Millay.
This theatre has never accepted financial
assistance and has never paid for one inch
of advertising.
The origin of the name is strange. It was
started by Jasper Deeter, Pulitzer Prize Di¬
rector, in 1922, on his own ability to direct
and nine dollars in cash. At the end of the
first month tin* landlord threatened eviction
proceedings. “Very well, then," said Ann
Harding, then one of the group, “we’ll play
in the Hedgerows.”
The company will tour the South during
December and January before returning to
the theatre in Moylan-Rose Yalley for the
remainder of the season.
KELLY’S STUDIO
Our pre-Xmas special
is now on—2 for 1—
Two photographs for
the price of one.
Make your pose early when
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Washington Park at Sunset
Opal Dixon, ’38
On Wednesday, October 21st, as soon as
the last classes were ended, a group of
enthusiastic hikers hurried across the cam¬
pus to Morgan Dining Hall to get their
lunches for the hike. All were ready to
start on the minute—a shock to tin* teacher
who always has to rush them to get ready
for class. At four o’clock they were off.
About twelve blocks brought them to the
top of a long steep hill. Everybody ran
joyously down to the bottom and rested
there by a small stream that flowed over
moss-covered rocks. All was beautiful. The
bright sun rays bathed the earth in shining
splendor and played across the faces of the
girls as if to say, “do not be afraid of the
loveliness in the deep woodsy park.”
I sat gazing at the scene, feeling the
glow of the sun for sometime, unaware of the
departure of the others. Then the voices
came faintly to me from a distance
and I knew they had gone farther into the
woods leaving me behind. Their laughter
and song mingled with the whistling of
the wind in the trees. I knew 1 must hurry,
and guided by their voices, I found them
just in time to get a ride on the merry-
go-round. There were lovely swings that
carried us far up—back down again. The
tall sliding board, built especially for
youngsters, gave us our keenest enjoyment.
After reaching the top, one went down,
down until one’s feet were safely on the
ground once more.
These games were interesting, but still
my mind kept wandering back to the scene
I had enjoyed as I sat on the rock, watching
the sun slowly sinking into the west. It
was no longer a warm, friendly sun, but
a lingo red ball of fire, silently and swiftly
sinking out of sight.
Torn between our interest in the camp
supper preparing yonder and masses here of
beautiful golden rod, deepended in hue by
the long rays of the departing sun, we
scurried through the bushes, branches, and
all kinds of sticky plants to reach the en¬
chanted spot. After gathering huge bunches
of the golden rod we stumbled into a path,
on either side of which were tall stately
pines which seemed to nod to us as we ran
along our way. Other trees, whose leaves
had changed from green to various autumn
hues, seemed to beckon to us, as the wind
now becoming stronger, played among their
branches.
The great ball of fire had disappeared
when we reached the campfire. We late
comers scurried around to get fresh fuel of
chips for the fire and switches to roast
weiners on. Never before were weiners,
sandwiches, apples or cookies so good.
W hen the sun had completely withdrawn
his warming rays, and the chill of evening
came on, we, by common consent, hurried
back to the campus.
Dining Room Organization
Fannie Louise Allen
The dining room of Spelman College in
its spaciousness offers a pleasing and ap¬
petizing background for meals consumed
daily by the students.
Breakfast is served very interestingly in
cafeteria style. Each student selects that
which she desires from among the dishes
displayed on the steam table with the ei fi-
cient help of the persons behind it. The
same routine is followed for lunch, but at
dinner it is different.
Dinner, which is a special occasion, is
not served as mechanically as the other
meals, and the students dress or refresh
themselves for it. There are eleven tables
with a senior acting as hostess for each
one. The hostesses and students are inter¬
changed monthly to allow all to become
better acquainted with each other. There
is a center hostess who is important. It is
through her actions that, the students are
seated at the correct time; silent prayer
is said, and the meals are served. After
this procedure informal conversation begins
and continues throughout the meal. If more
food or water is desired by a guest she
informs the hostess who will graciously re¬
plenish her.
This method of organization seems to he
enjoyed by the students and is very inter¬
esting to the hostess.
The Nursery School Club
Members of the active staff and those who
have a fervent interest in this type of work,
assembled in Playroom 1 to organize the
Nursery School Club for this year. The
large bouquet of daffodils and the artistic
arrangement of the toy shelves added great¬
ly to the attractiveness of the room. Miss
Pearlie Reed gave an informal talk, review¬
ing some of the activities of last year’s
club, and giving some interesting sugges¬
tions for this year, after which she pre¬
sided over the election of officers. The
results were as follows: president, Mary
Menafee; secretary, Annie Byars; chair¬
man of Program Committee, Charlie Mae
Roberts.
Miss Reed has compiled definite prob¬
lems which will be discussed by the group,
with references to recent books on child
behavior. Every member is looking forward
with great enthusiasm to the program in
this field of investigation.
I he Sunday School
The Sunday School is very fortunate this
year to have as its superintendent Mrs. E.
E. Brazeal who has planned a very inter¬
esting schedule for tin* year. Seven courses
have been offered the students under the
direction of: Mrs. Willis, Mr. Bullock, Miss
Ruttkay, Mrs. Reddick, Miss Bolev, Mr.
Jenkins, and Miss Martin.
The Sunday School officers elected last
year are:
Student superintendent, Margaret Stew¬
art.
Treasurer, Naomi Harris.
Chairman of program committee, Connie
Spencer.
Chairman of the board of ushers, Wilhel-
mina Chapman.
Reporter, Helen Wingood.
With the help of the superintendent, Mrs.
Brazeal, and the interesting courses offered,
the Sunday School promises a very inter¬
esting year of voluntary Bible study.
Why Students Should Sup¬
port the "Mirror"
1. It belongs to them.
2. It contains interesting school news.
3. It is the work of students.
4. It relies upon their support for its suc¬
cess.
5. It is one method of showing loyalty to
the school’s activities.
(i. It can be sent to parents and friends.
7. It is a means of establishing the
school’s good name.
8. It is the campus mirror.—Apologies to
the Ironsides Echo.
Biology Club
The Biology Club held its first meeting
of the year Friday evening November 9th,
in Tapley 204, the social room of biologists
at Spelman. The newly elected officers for
the year were in charge: Berthalyn Red¬
dick, president; Emma L. Wilkins, vice-
president; Dorothy Lindsay, secretary;
Helen Post and Erienne Hare, chairmen of
Social Committee. The subject, Prehistoric
Man, has been agreed upon for the studies
and discussions of the Club this year.
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Y. W. C. A. Notes
Carrie Adams
We are not separate from the world, we
are of it, and therefore ought to be con¬
cerned about its problems such as the
changing social order, politics and religion.
We can show that we are a part by being
concerned about the times.
At the last meeting of the Y. W. C. A.
Mr. Brazeal, of Morehouse College talked
on “The Student and Current Economic
Trends.” After this stimulating and
thought-provoking talk, there was time for
discussion of different problems which
lingered in the minds of the students pres¬
ent. Such questions as these were asked:
“What is there in communism for the
American Negro?” “Is it a crime to be
a communist in America?’’ “Can Angelo
Herndon return to America without being
imprisoned ?”
Le Cercle Franccits
On November 3 a group of French en¬
thusiasts met and organized themselves into




Secretary, Treasurer and Reporter—Con¬
stance Bedgood.
Chairman of Program Committee—Annie
Motley.
All students who are interested in French
are invited to attend the meetings.
He seldom loses his job who loses himself
in his job.
+ »—+
Students' Patronize the 1
University Shoe Hospital
“Service” Is Our Motto |
Half and Whole Sole Specialists !
Prices Are Correct and Work Satisfactory *
W. J. ADAMS, Proprietor
| 743 Fair Street Atlanta j
+ +
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GIVE US A RING j
"We are as close as your phone”
Pet Plagues of a Librarian
Mabel Murphy
At last! Now I can sit down for a min¬
ute. What a relief—“Yes, Mr. Bogan?...
I'm sorry, but it’s still out. . . . No, I
don’t know when it 'll be back . . . Perhaps
another by the same author—I see. You
will be notified when it comes in.
“How are you, Miss Clark . . . Just a
minute, please . . . I’m very sorry, Miss
Clark, but you're on the list of delinquents.
A slip from Miss Templeton, please—Yes,
I think she’s in the office.’’
Whew! Maybe I can peek at those over¬
due slips—
“Miss Jones, would you please return
the books through the grill? Thank you,
I don't mind, but it causes so much con¬
fusion— (How many times must I remind
her of that?)
“Why how are you, Mrs. Kilpatrick?”
History of English Languagef Just a min¬
ute. . . . , Your identification card please
... I m sorry but we are required to ob¬
serve that rule. . . . Yes, you can get a new
card upstairs.”
“No, Mr. Jameson, I'm not permitted
to lend two reserve books at the same time
to the same person. (Will he ever g-et that
through his skull? ') Here it is.
With the rules in plain view, it seems
that people would read them. How stupid!
Of all things, here comes old Willie.
“ \ es, Mr. 'Williams ... I believe it’s
right here . . . I’m sorry, but it can’t go
out of the room. (Can’t he read those
rules!) J ou 11 read it here? . . . How are
all the little Williamses?”
(\es, dear reader, this is what your li¬
brarian thinks of you.)
Social Science Club
The Social Science Club held its first
meeting of the year, Friday, November 9.
rhe following officers were elected: presi¬
dent, Billy Reed; secretary, Mae (Justin;
and treasurer, Elizabeth Jackson. The pro¬
gram committee was appointed.
The club plans to study current problems.
All students of history, economics, sociol¬
ogy, and other interested persons are cor¬
dially invited to attend the meetings.
The next meeting will be December 14,
19.14 at 7:00 o’clock. A program will be
given, and reasons discussed for a definite





"Where Lee and Gordon Meet”
feu Cream. Sandwiches Delivered
"
\Ve Appreciate Your Patronage”
Phone Raymond 3161
Lives of Great Women In
Morehouse North
Listen, dear readers
And you shall hear
Of the greatest women
In the hemisphere.
C. G. was reared in a Christian home and
has sought a Y. M. C. A. priest as her co¬
worker.
E. G. cares nothing for 7-9 Tuesday night,
’cause any night is a night for F.
B. J. offered her millions to the airplane
salesman, to write Kal-Oh—Weigh in the
sky.
M. II. is kind to fowl; she pays much
attention to parrot noses.
E. II. is glad to have a sore finger so
as to have Connecticut lullabies sung by
oh well.
E. G. refuses to spend all her money for
shoes—her pennies are banked for a Ford—
what a green model she has found at More¬
house Service Station!
M. L. B. pays board in the Science Cab
so she may study—a New England tree—
a tall birch. Nevertheless, she is still fed
(suet) suitt for each meal.
F. A. discovered that a Chandler is one
who kindles flames.
M. H. has a way of carrying toys into the
living room Tuesday nights to amuse the
young lad.
E. B. has a copyright on “lads may come
and they mav go, but I studv on forever.”
W. C. swallowed the “good girl prize"
which sprang out of the wall at her.
7hey say “blank verse is unrhymed iambic
pentameter” but ire say it is M. H.
E. A. and the moving finger writ and
having writ left one name Samuel.
R. F. would rather carry brother tooth
paste, and sister ivory soap along with her
than to miss her breakfast.
B. J. thinks in terms of twos, and in
double tile they scramble into tin* living
room to call on Sundays.
F. L. won first prize in the Chicago
W orld’s Fair for her comedy “Doc Yak.”
J. C. studies medicine now so as to make
an A under doctor b.
C. L. A. would have no other sweets than
Chocolate Bill and Babe Kneel.
H. A. B. is wound up to the tune of gig¬
gly; she never stops.
Don’t get a bit solemn
O’er things in this column,
’Cause it’' the Mirror’s spice
And sounds rather nice.
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Book Reviews
(Morehouse Exchange)
Henry VIIL wanted a son and he was
prodigiously in earnest about the gratifica¬
tion of his wants and whims. He also
wanted some diverting gavety in his court,
for, although his gout made him sometimes
murderously “techy,” he had just crossed
his thirty-fifth horizon. Now, why should
not a king want a son and some mirthful
diversion? Katherine of Aragon, the virgin-
wife of his elder brother whom Henry had
married by virtue of papal dispensation,
had tried to satisfy his ardour for a male
heir, hut had given life to none but a little-
welcomed daughter, Mary. The rash im¬
propriety of such a birth, of course, further
estranged Henry from Katherine, and
opened to Anne ways to the court and
throne of England.
Now, to call the lovely, disillusioned Anne
Boleyn a gold-digger of the sixteenth cen¬
tury would unwittingly show a lack of sa¬
gacious perspicuity of judgment, especially
of historical beauties. On the contrary,
Anne was not only beautiful, reckless, and
desirous of “wages for her kisses,” she
was daring shrewd, and vain by amnesty
granted the incomparable. Not only charms
had she, but music she created and moved
the hearts of poets and kings to indiscreet
fervor, not to mention the sedition it in¬
spired in the hearts of shackled men. And
at playing masques, she was clever enough
to take inconspicuous roles that made her
charms and talents stand out, yet covered
all intimations of her ambition. But, much
more noticeable to the reader of E. Bar¬
rington’s Anne Boleyn is her genius at
playing the game of passions by which she
destroys Katherine and, finally, herself.
Anne Boleyn is especially recommended
to readers who regard a history as an arid
desert and each page of it a thorny cactus
defying the willing touch. “The story is
as true to history as consultation of many
authorities can make it.”
To those who desire the vindication of
their belief that the motive of an act, deed,
or enterprise determines the greatness of
any of man’s undertakings should read
Louis Holding's Magnolia Street in which
one ethereal altruistic humanitarian, beset
by the prejudice of the English of that
slum street against the Jews and the pre¬
judice of the Jews against the English, at¬
tempts to build a bridge of universal love
to span the chasm of racial contempt and
draw the two sides of the street to asso¬
ciation. One side of the street is entirely
populated by English and the other is en¬
trenched with unadulterated Jews. But the
intervening street-way might as well be a
ninety-foot wall of stone from curb to curb,
as far as the amount of consciousness either
side had of the other side. That was the
situation until Mr. Isaac Emanuel climbed
to the top to promote a presentation of a
gold watch to Benny, Jewish, for saving
the life of Tommy Wright, gentile. The
ceremonies of this program of the talent
of both sides of the street were laid at
Unity Hall, but the watch got stolen. How¬
ever, all the while that Mr. Emanuel
dreamed of his bridge of altruism, the love
of a sweet Jewish girl, Rose Berman, had
permeated the wall of prejudice to com¬
mingle with the love of John Cooper. This
unsophisticated affaire d'amour partaken
of secretly, touches those who know the
meaning and value of that nonsensical twit¬
ter that is intelligible only to sympathetic
souls.
The Walls of Jericho
NEW VERSION
Franzktta Williams, ’38
Thousands probably swarmed over the
fallen Walls of Jericho, but to be exact,
scores of people swarmed over the walls
of the first house to he demolished in the
Atlanta University Housing Project, Sat¬
urday, September 29, after the formal cere¬
monies were over.
Imagine the scene and you will see that
a house is still valuable even after it has
been dynamited. Look at tho little fellow
on the very top trying to dislocate a heavy
board. He is certainly doing his part
toward supplying fuel for the evening meal.
Over there to the right is another “moth¬
er’s little helper” holding up a window
sash in which, bv some miracle, the glass
is still intact. Let’s not decide, however,
whether he is thinking of the broken panes
at home or of what fun he and his chums
will have throwing rocks through it.
The little girl on the left rising to
“heights of great women” Avould rival a
monkey. She really has a purpose in view.
There in the foreground are a mother and
daughter taking some of the “spoils” home
in a little cart.
Doesn’t the whole scene remind you of
an ant hill in summer? or what you im¬
agine the walls of Jericho looked like
after they had fallen?
Oh well. In these times of depression
many things can be excused, so why bother




(Continued from Page 1)
The Thanksgiving Rally bores those who
do not try to understand it. We beg of
you for a brief time on Thursday to think
reverently of the meaning of the day—think
of your foreparents—yes, even yours.
Through the years masters and slaves have
become so as one that scarcely any American
can trace his ancestry back to their arrival
on this continent without encountering some
of our Puritan forefathers sooner or later.
But think of your foreparents and, what¬
ever you may have inherited, try to find in
you some semblance of their gratitude and
thanksgiving. Remember the pitiful com¬
pany that ate dinner that day—the fowl
of the English with the coi n of the Indians—
and the great significance the day had for
them. Think whether you mav not have far
too many comforts and conveniences to be
truly thankful.
Outlook In Athletics
So far this year our athletic activities
have been confined to classes, but now that
each class thinks that it has a soccer team
that will be sure to outstrip that of any
other class, we are looking forward to
some interclass soccer games. They promise
to bo full of pep and interest for all, with
much competition and spirit between the
opposing groups .
\\ hen the soccer season has passed and
basketball is in again, the Athletic Council
has planned a repetition of the interesting
series of games that wore held in More¬
house gym last year.
The Council asks, too, that the full co¬
operation of the students be given to the
captains of the respective teams so that we
may be able to enjoy the games as much
this year as we did last.
The present Sophomore class carried off
honors in both events last year. Which one
will it be this year?
The Sadness of Autumn
(Continued from page 1)
the work that autumn, with is serious full
schedule, brings.
And so there is a reluctant change on the
part of both nature and man, that keeps
us in a constant state of sadness that is
consoling in its beauty. It is not the sad¬
ness that makes one want to cry, but the
kind that makes one deeply contemplative at
the wonder of it all. We go to bed with
a green bough drooping over our window;
we wake up and find it yellow, then brown,
and the next thing we know, the wind has
twisted and tossed it to the ground. It is
walked on and kicked about with no thought
of the meaning that it formerly held for us
in its prime, in its days of greenness.
All of autumn is not sad, however. The
wind that rustles in the trees adds a note
of liveliness that makes one want to jump
and skip at the sheer joy of being alive.
It is only when we sit down alone and re¬
live the days of summer or watch the trees
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